"What were you doing at the farm?" the lieutenant asked me.
I had had time to get my answer ready. I said that I was an agent
for an agricultural insurance company.

"What insurance company?"

"The Zurich," I said. I-didn't say it by chance. I don't know
what impulse warned me that if any name was capable of inter-
esting the officer and thereby disarming his suspicion this was the
one. As it happened, he knew the town of Zurich and so did I.
We spoke of its gardens, its theatres and museums and of Switzer-
land, and he let me go without searching me.

The plans I had taken had to be handed over by me to a large
business office in Paris on the Avenue de TOpera. Two days later,
having travelled only by small local lines, I presented myself there.
As I was about to ring the bell the door opened of its own accord.
A hand fell softly on my wrist and drew me inside. I found myself
facing German policemen. Since morning the office had become
a trap.

"Who are you? What have you come here for?" I made up a
reason which fits in with the normal operations of the business.
"Your papers?" I showed my latest ones which were fabricated
subsequently to my being shadowed by the two old men. One of
the policemen went to the telephone and spoke with the Gestapo
headquarters. I understand German and I followed the conver-
sation. At the other end of the wire they asked the policeman to
read a list of names. I heard the one which I went under only ten
days ago. The policeman came back to me, gave me back my
papers, pushed me to the door. I tried to go down as slowly as I
could. In the concierge's lodge I thought I saw a man in spectacles-
I went out, started walking and stopped before a shop window.
A few paces from me was a man with glasses. Then I went as
far as to a bakery that I know which has a double exit. In this
way I gained a few minutes. I saw a fire station where I found
some well-disposed people. They hid me in a fire wagon and took
me in their car to a second-hand furniture dealer on the left bank*
one of our best agents. I handed him ray plans and the next day
I left Paris pushing a hand-cart full of old chairs.
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